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Mine 


Author's Notes: 
Spur of the moment kinda thing, and my first attempt at throwing James x Lars into the mix. TBA era. Enjoy 2 


‘Back already? Took you fuckin’ long enough. How many rounds did you go? | counted to, what, three? Yeah, 
three before | got fuckin’ bored. You two sound so fuckin’ boring, you know that? If you're gonna run around 


behind my back, at least spice it the fuck up: 


His voice is sharp but even, cutting through the air as | unlock the door to find the room plunged in darkness. 
He's posed Indian style on the two seat couch, his huge green eyes narrowed into slim slits. Staring me down 
from across the room as | push the door shut behind me. | don't say a word, he knows where I've been and he 
knows that | know so what point is there to make a scene? | hang my head as | kick my shoes off, watching 
the fly across the floor in different angles. | remind myself that | won't meet his gaze a second time tonight. 


‘Oh, fuckin’ fabulous. The silent treatment again, don't think I'm gonna let you off the hook just like that. If 
you're gonna venture off, you can at least have the fuckin’ decency to fess up. Gimme a lil telltale, at least a 


detail or two. Like, did you fuck him? Or did he fuck you? Thatd he a sight to see, the Mighty Het in his belly 


getting pounded into tomorrow. Hah! 


He laughs coldy, and I'm not used to him sounding so.. calm? Yes, calm is the word though his mockery bites 
hard enough to leave bleeding indents on my skin | sigh, staying as far away from him as the space we're 
sharing allows. | know better than that. | hear his heavy, furious breathing in the dim lit room and ricochet off 


the walls like an infinite echo. It makes me sick. 


‘Don't fuckin’ think ‘bout crawling into bed, Hetfield. Fucking forget it, and you're taking a goddamn shower 
‘cause you fucking stink like shit! 


Yeah, | don't doubt that. I'm probably a mess of booze, cologne, sweat, sex. Anything that has a smell is 
probably rubbed off on me by now. | wipe my stache, the wetness of saliva still clinging to it. God, | hope it's 
just saliva. | still taste a mixture of semen and.. blood? Could very well be. Unbuttoning my jean shirt, | let it 


slip off my shoulders and fall to the floor with a soft thud. Feels better. 


He's making his way towards me now, the sound of his gently treading feet barely audible against the carpeted 
floor. He groans dramatically, the irritation still present in his posture. He looks tense, putting up a font to 
disguise his pain. Of course he's hurt, this isn't the first time it happens. It won't be the last. | don't even 
bother reaching for any guilty conscious any more. He crouches to pick up my disvarded shirt and | stand 
frozen with my hands mid air as | watch him fold it. He does it so tenderly, it tugs at my heart strings. Or it 
would, if | still had one. Then he looks at me with those piercing, huge emerald orbs of his. Fuck. 


‘Don't forget you're mine. Not Newkid's. lm the one who loves you: 


